ntl th © Az OCR, £4 SoooetOSASRR.L.S 5... Eau et. ie —_ TY .. tal , —_ X a, 
"x [ - . —_— . .F +. * . «>& i, % F. "4 n = a5. of - 
" y- b _ ws. ; $6 5 G4 ot} af" ry "©... *.% CI . 


F 


4 


- w w - Y ww ww w w ww « —_ w w V - C ' w - - , w ww 44” I ww vv TT + vv I 4x 


87S 2 o Ma wy ' 
i P ; ” « , 
Th © zy - %\ | o 4 4 
- 'S 4 > =_ 
i" 4 4 Y T 
| P Yu bs ' +; j 
i | # % wu . 
4 ” 's + 
w _ . - _ 1 * G / 
= —_ 
. : = 0 »- 


CY 


#80 & + 


ww wv ll 


oY 


TO 
a 


CY 
F f 
fon " 
-. 


"OX 

=, 

t 
"FXCC 


N &ANGC 5 FF 'O "89\CCfs FERRY O's 43 P Go . PL "So & & EXXKRISISICOX YN a: 
D o , Uu ; d, '" u 
þ @ J J « o% 
$3 % = : =) 'a | d, p 
J /\, ' vN b— (3 I, 
o kT < ®* 
T. *. OCR 
o£ .. I 'S | \J 
F OC *% - . 
wo, — o 1.4 


—- 


PB c ry | "Y \& 
—- 
LS 
AY 
by PY #” & 


7 


Delia. 


ntayning 


4» Yrs 
&C's, 
—_—_—— 


y 

, vy 
+ © 
# 4 


ww 
a. 4 * 


a 
PPEEY" 


[ Yi 
5 wt 
4 WY . 
4 - 


Lond 
ks. o 
” 

* 
# & 


I592. 
ki | 5 & , 
# O8> 84808 8 


- - 


. L. ” 
"NLXXLX 


AT LONDON, 
pt 


Y Prince by I. C. for 5-8 
the ſigne of the Crowne. 


- 


EXLN 
mon Waterſon,dwellin 
 Paules Church- 
#0 
"# 


- 
& 
— 


- 
PF 


'# 
Jl SN 


Oo 
. 8 


w 


585898009 


- 


wa 


0, 
* Id 


wy 


— 


4&4 0 


- 


CHENXX. 


a 4a -A&a &a 4a + 4&4 4 a4 tf a 4 + -þ +4 _ $A +a Q4i# [£4 R A2# 


EE "% 


Tothe Reader. 


| YEntle Reader, I pray thee cotre&& thoſe faultes 
 Jeſcapedia the printing, finding them as they 
are noted heere following, 


F 


Sonnet 5. molt vnkindeſt, read fweete vnkindeſt 
Sonnet 14. Yerleaſt, read Yetleaſt 

- Sonnet 20, deſires, read defiers 

-- Sonnet 36. yee,read yce / - 

Sonnet 4t. her brow,read her troubled brow 
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To THE RIGHT HO- 
nourable the Ladie «Mary, 


- Counteſſe of Pembroke. 


2) Tobt bonorable , altbough 1 rather de- 
£2, ſired to keep m:the priuate paſſions of 


WY my youth , from the multitude, as 
<< = W hens a9bY © my ſelfe , and conſe- 
crated to ſilence: yet leeing I was betraide by the 
indiſcretion'of a greedie Printer ,andbad fo ome of 
my-ſecrets bewraide to the world , wncorrefted: 
doub:ing tbe like of the reſt,I am forceds T publich 
that which I never ment. But this wrong was not 
onely doone to mee; but to bim whoſe 'vnmatchable 
lines * Li indured the like misfortune ; Ignorance 
ſparing not to commit ſacriledge vpon ſo boly Re- 
liques.Yet Aſtrophel, flying with the wings of bis 
own-fame,a bigher pitch then the groſſ-ſi ghted can 
diſcerne, bath regiſtred bis owne name in the An- 
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The Epiſtle 

nals of eternitie , and cannot be diſgraced, bowſo- 
ener dijeui[ed. Andfor my ſelfe,ſeerng 1 am thruſt 
ont into the worlde, and that my vnboldned Muſe, 
is forced to appeare ſo rawly in publique ; I deſire 
onely to bee graced by the countenance of your 
proteftion: whome the fortune of our time batb 
made the happie and 1udiciall 'Patroneſſe of the 
Muſes , (a glory bereditary to your bouſe ) topre- 
ſerue them from thoſe bidtous Beaſtes , Obliuton, 
and Barbariſme. VVherbey you doe not onely poſ- 
ſeſſe the bonour of the preſent, but alſo do bind po- 

ſterity to an euer gratefull memorie of your ver- 
tues, wherein you muſt ſuruie your ſelfe. And if 
' my lines beercafter better laboured,shall purchaſe 
grace in the world, they muſt remains the monu- 
ments of your honourable fauour, aud recorde the 
zealous duetic of mee, wbo am vowed to your ho- 


nour. in all objeruancy for ever, ' 
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To Del. 
= OT 
Vnto the boundlesOceanwofthybeautie;/],- |! 
Runsthis poore riuer;chare!d withiſtreames of zeale; 
Returning thee the tribute of my dutie, 
Which heere my lougmylyouth,my playnts reueale. 
Heerel ynclaſpe the bogk> ofmy charg'dſoule,; |, 
WhereT haue caſt thiaccounts of all my care | v8; 
Heere haueb ſurim'dmy ſighes,hieere T entoule.//) ,; ., : 
Howethey wereſpentfor thee; Looke whattheyate. E 

Looke on thedeere:expences of my 4 Print) ford 
And ſee how:ibftTreckonwith thyne eyes: | 
Examine wellthy beautie-withmyytructh, . ..' 
Arid'eroffe my caresertgreater ſurmes "MW 

Reade itfveetmiaide,though tbedoogebut lightly; 
who can shewe all his loue,doth loue but lightly. 


Goe 


Sonnet I. - 

Goe wailing verſe,the infants ofmy loue, 
Minerua-like,brought fodrth-withovt.a'Mother : P 
Preſent the image ofthe cares I proves”. 1s 2 
Witnes your Fathers griefe exceedesallother. 

Sigh outaſtory ofher cruelldeedes, -| vl dari 
With interruptedaccents of dilpayre: nov I9193H 
A Monument that whoſoeuecrireedes,'. '' 1 7G, 
May iuſtly praiſe; and blame my loutles Faire. ' +.” ; 

Say her difdaine hath dryed yp my blood... 3970! 
Andſtarued you, inſuccoursſtill denying 16024004 
- Prefle to her eyes,importune me nah ra LL, 


Waken her ſleeping pittie withyourcrying, 
Knock atthathard hart, beg tillyou Vid moou din 


"And teltth'vakind;how deerelyEhauelou'dher,” 
| ; 3h ole: [| * SYI9512 L163 Gil yy 


S6nnet:-[1T. 


Iffo it haptliis of-{pring/ofmy cate, - 
Theſe fatall Azjthcamesfad and mornetull i : 


Cometo their view,who like afied are;; 


Letthem yet ſightheiyowne,and-mone my wrongs. 


But yntouch'd harts,with vhaſteRed. eye, 
A pproch notto behold great diltreſle : 
Cleer-ſighted you.ſoone note What iS aWry\ 
Whilſt blinded ones mine errours never gefle. . 

You bligded {oules whom youthandcerrours lead, -- 
You outcaſt Eglets,dazled with your ſunne:. 
Ah you,and nonebut you myſorrowes a 5 


You beſt can judge the wrongsthatshcharh dunne:-: 
Thatshe *y doone,thc' motiue of my paine; 


Who whilſt 1 loue,dath kill me wah dildaine.,! . 


Theſe 


( : Sbnnet 11). 
Theſe plaintiue verſe;the Poſts of my deſire, 
Which haſte for ſuccour to her ſlowe regarde:. | 


Beare not reportof anyſlenderfire;' 
_ - Forgingagriefeto winne a fames rewarde. i :- - 


| Norare my paſsionslimud forourwardheive,: 1 1.17: 

For that no collours cariidepayptmiyforrowes: i.) i / 

Delia her ſelte,andalltheworldmay viewe 

Beſt in my face,how cares -hathtil'd deepe forrowes.. 

No Bayes I1ecketo deckmymourning brow, 

O cleer-eyde Rector of the holie'Hill: 

My humble accentscrauethe Olyuebow,: - ':::.1:4 

Of hermilde pmticand celenting wall. 971141 1G TBS ; 
Theſe lines TI'vſe;t'unburthen mine'owne hart; 
My loue affeRtsno/ fame;noriteemes of art; 


Whilſt 


Sonnet: V. 


VVhilſt youth anderror led my wandring minde, 
Andſetmy thoughts in heedeles waies to range: 
All vnawares a Goddefle chaſte I finde; 
Diana-like,to worke my ſuddaine change. 

For herno ſooner hatllmy view bewrayd, 


But withdiſdaine tofeeme in that place: 


With faireſt hand;the moſt ynkindeſt maide, 
Caſtes water-cold diſdaine ypon my face. 
Which turn'dmy ſport intoa Harts diſpaire, [227 

Which ſtill is chac'd, whilſt I have any breath, 
By nine owne thoughts : ſet on me by my faire, 
My thoughts like houndes,purſue me to my deatk. 

Thoſe thatT foſtred ofmineowne accord, 

Are made by her to murtherthus their Lord. 


B 3 Fayre 


ED 


Sonnet VL 


Faire 1s my loue,and cruel} as sh'is faire; 


Her brow shades frownes,although her eyes are a f 
Her Smules are lightring,though her pride diſpaiee” 
And her diſdainesare gall ; her fauours hanny..* ' 
A modeſt maide;decktwith ablashofhonour; -' 1 
Whole feete doe treade greenepathes ofyouth andlone; : 
The wonder ofall eyesthat looke vpponher: F 
Sacred on earth,defign'd aSaintabou, [!J. 23517 
Chaſtitice and Beautiezwhich were deadly foes,! /'' 
Live reconciled friends within her brow: - |; -; |: | 
And had he pittie to conioineyviththoſs, . 4, +. 1 1 | 
| Then who had heard the plaintsT vtternow., -. x7 
O had she not beene faire,and thus ynkinde, | 
My Muſe had flept,and none had knowne my minde. 
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Sonnet | VII. 


O had she not beenefaire and thus ynkinde, 
Then had no finger pointed'at my lightnes: + 
The world had neuer knowne what 1 doe finde, 
And Clowdes obſcure had shaded ſtill herbrightnes. 
Then had no Cenſors eye theſelines ſuruaide, 
Nor grauer browes haue wudg'd my Muſe fo vaine; 
Noſunne my blush and errour had bewraide, 
Nor yet the world had heard of ſuch diſdaine. 
Then had I walkt with bold.erected face, 
| Nodown-caſt looke had fgnified my mus : 
- Butmy degraded hopes, with ſuch diſgrace 
Did force megrone out griefes, and vtter this. 
For being full,Should not I then haue ſpoken: 
My ſence oppreſ'd, had fail'd; and hart had broken. 
5 3 ens Thou 


Sonnet VIIL 


Thou poore hartfacrifiz'd ynto the faireſt, 
Haſt ſent the incens of| thy ſighes to heauen : : 
And ſtill againſt her frownes fresh yowes repayteſt, of 
And made thy paſions with her beautic even. | 

And you mine eyes the agents of my hart, - 

Told the dumbe meſſage of my hidden priefe: : 
And oft with carefull turnes,with filent art, | 
Did treate the cruell Fayre to yeelde reliefe. p 
And you my verſe;the Aduocates. of oue, py 
Haue followed hard the proceſle of my caſe: 
And vrg'dthattitle which dooth plainely} proue, 
My faith should win \f inſtice might haue place. 
| Yet though] ſee,that noughtwe doe cat moue for, 
Tis not diſdaine muſt make me leaue to loue her. 


Sonnet IX. 


Ifthis be loue,to drawe a weary breath, 

Painte on flowdes;till the shore,crye to th'ayre: 
Wuh downward lookes,ſtill reading on the earth ; 
The fad memorials afmy louesdeſpaire. 

If this be loue,to warre againſt my ſoule, 
Lyedowneto waile,riſe yp to ſigh and grieue me: 
The neuer-reſting ſtone of care to roule, 

Still to complaine my greifes,and none releiue me. 

Itthis be loue, to cloath me with darke nes, 
Haunting yntroden pathes to waile apart j ©. 
My pleaſures horror,Muſique tragicke notes, | 
Teares in my eyes,and ſorrowe at my hart. . 

+: If this be love, to live a luing death ; 

O then loye 1; and drawe this weary breath. | 


— ——— 


Sonnet X.” 
O then loue,and drawethis weary breath, 


For her the cruell faire, within whoſe brow 

I written finde the ſentence of my death, 

In vnkinde letters ; wrought ſhe cares not how. 
O thouthat rul'ſt the confines of the night, 


Laughter-louing Gods,worldly pleaſures Queene, 
Intenerat that hart that ſers ſo light, 


The trueſt loue that euer yet was ſeene. 
And cauſe herleaueto triumph in this wile, 
Vpponthe proſtrate ſpoyle of that poore harte': 
Thatſerues atropheyto herconquering eyes, 
And muſt their glonie totheworld imparte. 
Oncelet her knowſhikanh done enough to proue me; 
Andlether pittic if ſhe'&annotloue me, 


Tearcs 


Sonnet XI. 


Teares,vowes,and prayers win the hardeſt hart : 
Teares,vowes,and prayers haue I ſpent in yaine ; 
Teares,cannot ſoften flint,nor yowes conuart, 
Prayers preuaile not with a quaint difdaine. 

Loſe my teares,whereT haue loſt my loue, 

I vowe my faith, where faith is not regarded ; 
I pray in vaine,a merciles to moue : 
So rare a faith ought better be rewarded. 

Yetthough I cannot win her will with teares, 
Though my ſoules Idoll ſcornethall my vowes ; 
Though all my prayers be to ſo deafe earcs: 

No fauour though the cruell faire allowes. 
Yetwilll weepe,vowe,prayto cruell Shee . 
Flint, Froſt,Diſdaine,weates,melts,and yeclds welce. 


Sonnet XII. 


My ſpotlesloue hoouers with white wings? | 

About the temple ofthe proudeſt frame : 

Where blaze thoſe lights fayreſt of earthly things, - 

Which cleere our clouded world withbrighteſt flame: 
M'ambitious thoughts co nfinedin her face, 

Aﬀect no honout,but what she can giue mee : 

My hopes doe reſt in limits of her grace, - 

I weygh no comfort vnleſle chereleeue mee. ' VV 
For she that can my hart imparadize, > Ii 

- Holdes in her faireſt hand what deereſt is: 

My fortunes wheele, the circle of her eyes, 

Whoſe rowling grace deigne once a turne of blis. 


All my lives {weete conſiſts in heralone, © 
SomuchT loue the moſt ynlo uing ONE: 


Sonnet XL 1H: 


Behold whathappe Pigmalemhad.toframe)::- 


And carue hisproper griefe'vypon ſtone: -- 
My heauie fortune is much like theſame, 
I worke on Flint;and that's the cauſe I mone. . 


For haples loceuenwith mine owne deſires, 


I figured onthe table of my harte: | 
The fayreſt forme,the worldeseye admires, 


And fo did perishby my proper arte. | 
And ſtillI totle,to chaunge the marble breft . 


Of her,whoſe ſweeteſt grace T doe adore: 
Yet cannot finde her breathe-ynto my reſt, 


Hard is her hart and woe 1s me therefore. 


O happie he that ioy dhis Roneandarte, | 49% 


Vnhappy Lto loueaftony Rate..." | 101 | 


Sonnet X1I1T. 


Thoſe amber locks,arethoſe ſame nets my deere, 

Wherewith my libertiethoudidſt ſurprize: 

Loue was the flame,thatfired me ſo neere, 

The darte txanſpearſing,werethoſe Chriſtall eyes. 
Strong is the net,andferuentistheflame ; 

Dcepe is the wounde,my fighes do well report: 

Yet doeTIloue,adore,and praiſe thefame, FF 

That holdes,that burnes;that wounds me in thisſorr. 7 
Andliſt notſeeke to breake,to.quench,to heale, 

| Thebonde;the flameghe wound that feſtreth ſo; 

By knife,by lyquor,or by faluetodeale: 

' Somuchl pleaſetoperiſhinmywo; 1 +7 

Yerleaſt long trauailes be aboue my ſtrength, Q 

Good Delia loſe,quench;healemenowir length. / 


If 


Sonnet XV.” 
; If that a loyall hart and faith vnfained, n25NcioiqarH 
Ifa fweete langwiſh witha chaſt deſire: | - ' on cn] 
If hunger-ſtaruen thoughts ſo long retayned, r1sl] 
Fed but with ſmoake,and-chenſht but with fare; 
Andifabrow with cares caracterss painted, - 
Bewraies my loue,with broken words halfe ſpoken ; 
To herthat ſits in mythoughts Templefainted, 2701501 07 
And layes to view my Yultur-gnawne hart open. | 
If I haue doone due homage to hereyes, 
Andhad my fighesſtylltcnding on hername:.. _ 
If on her loue-my.lifeapd hanourlyes; © - ' -+- 7 
And ſheth'vnkindeſt maide ſtill ſcornes the . 
Letthis ſuffice, theworld yet may ſee; |.» 
The fault is hers,though mine the hire oalaſt bee.: /. 


Happic 


as 


Sonnet XVI: 


Happie in ſleepe,wakingcontentto languifh, | | 
Imbracing cloudes by night,in day time morne: 
All things T loath faue her and mine owne anguiſh, 
Pleas'din my hurt;inur'd to he forlorne. 1 1 11 

Nought doe I craue;but lone;death, or my Lady, +: 
Hoarce with crying mercy;mercy yet my merit ; 

So many vowesandprayers cuer made, 
That nowartlength t'ycelde;mecre pittic were it. 
But ſtill che Hydra of my cares renuing, 
Reuiues new forrowesofher freſh diſdayning ; - 
Still muſtI goe the Suramer windes purſuing :- 
Finding no ende norPeriod of my payning. 
__ Walleallmylife;my 'griefes dotoich fo neerely,”., 
_ Anh Tue, becauſeT loucher deerely; 


Since 


Sonnet” XV11; 

Since the firſt looke that led me to this error, 
Tothis thoughts-maze,to my cuntuſion tengingi FL) « 
Still have I liu'd 3h eficte,inhopegn terror, 

The circle of my ſorrowes neuerending, 

Yet cannot leaue her loue that holdes me hatefull, 
' Her eyes exact:itthough her hart diſdaines mee: 
See what reward he hath that ſerues th'vngratetull, 
So true and loyall Joue no fauours gaines mee. 

Still muſt I whetmy youngedefiresabated, + 
V ppontheFlint of fuchahartrebelliog ; . 

Andall in vaine;herprideisſo innated, | 

She yeeldes no placeatallfor pitties dwelling. 'L 
Oft haueItolde her that my/ſoule did loue her,.. 
Andthat with teares,yetall this will not motecher- 


D. Reſtore 


; Sonnet XVIII. 


Reſtorethy treſles to the golden Ore, - 
Yeelde Cithereas ſonne thoſe Arkes of loue ; 
Bequeath the heauensthe ftarres that I adore, 
Andto th'Orient do thy Pearles remove, 

Yeeldethy hands pride vnto th'yuory whight, 

T* Arabian odors giue thy breathing ſweete : 
Reſtore thy bluſh vnto Aurorabright, 
 ToThetis g1ue the honour ofthy feete. 

Let Venus hauethy graces, her reſigned, 

And thy [weete voyce giue backeyntothe Spheares: 
But yet reſtore thy fearce and cruell minde, 
To Hyrcan Tygers,and toruthles Beares. 
Yeeldetothe Marble thy hard hartagaine ; 
So ſhalt thou ceaſe to plague,and Lto paine. 


If 


\ _ 
| 

| . 

| 


Sonnet XIX., 


If Beautie thus be clouded with a frowne, 

That pittie ſhines no comfort to my blis: 

And vapors of diſdaine ſo ouergrowne, 

That my liueslight thus wholy darkned is. 

Why ſhould I more moleſt the world with cryes? 

The ayre with ſighes,the.carth belowe withteares? | 

Since I hue hatefullto thoſe ruthleſle eyes, | 

Vexing with vatun'd moainc,her daintie cares. 

If Thaue lou'd her deererthen my breath, 

My breath that calls the heauenstowitnes it : 

And ſtill muſt holde her deere till after death. 

And ifthat allthis cannot mouea whit; . OY Of 
Yetlether ſay thatſhe hath doone me Wrong, lT 
To vſe methus and knowe Llou'd fo long. :. 

D » Come - 


Sonnet XX. 


Come death the Anchor-holde ofall my thoughtes, 
My laſt Reſort whereto my ſoule appealerh ; 
For all too long on earth my faticy dotes, 
Whilſt my beſt blood my younge deft es ſcaleth. 
That hartis now the proſpectiue of horror, 
That honored hath the cruelft fairethat lyueth : 
The cruelſt faire,rhat ſees Tlanguiſh for her, 
 Yetneuer mercy to my merit giveth, 
This is her Lawtrelland het triumphes prize, 5 
Totread me downe with foote of her diſgrace: 9G I 
Whilſt I did builde my fortune in her yes HTO DG 
And laide my liues reſt ono fairea face; 
ThatreſtTlof;my loue;my life kiidGall; | 7 121127 
So high ait6fiiptst tolowe _ Al 2:50? 


Sonnet XXI. 


Theſe ſorrowing ſighes, the ſmaokes of mine annoy ; 
Theſe teares,which heate of ſacred flame diſtils ; 
Aretheſedue tributes that my faith dooth pay 
Vnto the tyrant ; whoſe vndindnes kils. 

I acriſfize my youth, and blooming yeares, 

At her proud feete,and ſhe reſpe&ts notit: 
My flowre vntimely's withred with my teares, 
And winter woes,for ſpring of youth ynfit. 

She thinkes a.looke may recompence my care; 
And ſo with lookes prolongs my long-lookt eafe 20 
As ſhort that bliſſe,fo is the comfort rare, 

Yet muſt that bliſſe my hungry thoughts appeaſe. 
Thus ſheretarnes my'hopesſo fruitlefſe euer, © 
Once lether loue:indeede,or eyeme never. 


D 3 Falſe 


ES 


Sonnet X XILI. 


Falſe hope prolongs my euer certaine griefe ; 

Traytrous to meand faithfull to my loue: 
A thouſand times it promis'd me reliefe, 
\ Yetneuer any true effect I proue. 

Ott when I finde in her no trueth at all, 
I baniſh her,and blame her trechery : 
Yetſoone againe I muſt her backe recall, 
As one that dyes without her company. 

Thus often as I chaſe my hope from mee, 
Straight way ſhe haſtes her vnto Delias eyes : 
Fed with ſome pleaſing looke there ſhall ſhe bee, 
And ſoſent backe and thus my fortune lyes. . 

Lookes feede my Hope,Hope folters me in vane ; 
Hopes are ynſure, when certaine is my paine. 


Looke 


<ATyj I <A 
3 ſe: > ES, 
JE ' Si 


Sonnet X XIII. 


Looke in my griefes,and blame me not to morne, 
From care to care that leades alife ſo bad ; * 
Th'Orphanof fortune,borneto be her ſcorne, 
Whofe clouded brow dooth make my daies fo fad. 

Long are their nights whoſe cares doe neuer ſlecepe 
Loathſome their dates,whome no ſunne cuer ioyde: 
Her faireſt eyes doe penetrate ſo deepe, 

That thus I live booth day and night annoyde. 

But ſince the ſweeteſt roote doth yeeld thus much, 

Her praiſe from my complaint I may not part: 

I loue th'efte for that the caule is ſuch, 

Ile praiſe her face,and blame her flintic hart. 
Whilſt that wee make the world admireat vs, 
Her for diſdaine,and me for louing thus. 


Ofr 


Sonnet  XXITEE 


Oftandn yaine my rebel thoughts haue ventred, 
To ſtop the paſſage of my vanquiſhtharr: 

And ſhut thoſe waies my friendly foe firſt entred, | 
Hoping thereby to tree my better part. 

And whilſt I garde theſe windowes ofthis forte, 
Where my harts theete to yexe me made her choice : 
Andthether all my forces doe tranſporte, 

An other paſſage opens at her voice. 
Her yoyce betraies me to her handand eye: 

My freedomes tyrants conquering all byarte: 
But ah,what glorie can ſhe get thereby, 
With three ſuch-powers to plague one ſilly harte. 

Yet my ſoules ſoueraigne;ſfinceI muſt reſigne 

Reignein my thoughts,my loue and life are thine. 

| Reigno 


CT 


/ 


Sonnet XXY, 


Raigne in my thoughts faire hand, ſweete eye,raie ayes, 
Poſleſſe me whole,my harts triumuirat: 
Yetheauc hart to make fo hard a choile, 
Offuch as ſpoile thy poore afflicted ſtate, — - 
For whilſt they ſtrive which ſhall be Lord of all, 
All my poore life by then) is troden downe; | | » 
They all ere their Trophies on my Gali? - co did e Hoe 
And yeclde me noughtthatgiuesthem their renowne. 
When backe1 looke,I ſigh my freedome paſt, . 
Ard waile the ſtate wherein I preſentſtande'; 
And ſee my fortune cuerlike to laſt, | 
Finding me rain'd with ſuch a heauic hande; 
What can I doo but yceld,andyecld Idoo, 
And ſerue all three,and yet they ſpoilemetoo. -* 3 


Sornet /X XV 1, 
© \vhiſbyhereyes pirſu'd;my poore hart flow it, 


Into the ſacred boſomie of: my deereſt: 
She there in that ſweete fanQuary ſlewat, 
Where it preſum'd hisfafetie to beneereſt. | 

My priviledge of faith could not protect ir; 

That was with bloodand'/three yeeres witnies ſigned: ' 
Inall whichtime ſki: neuercould faſpett it, | 
For wellſheſawe my loue,and how 1 pined. 

And yet.nocomfortwould hes brow reucalemee. 
No lightning.loakeſwhidhcallinghopes ereReths 1 7.15. 
What bootes to lawes f{bccour'to appealemee? + : 
Ladies and tyrahts,neuer lawesreſpeReth-' 11 facu'T 

Then therdI\dyezwhere-bbp'dibto haueliuen;' V | 
And bythathind;whith better might haue giien/ 


Sonnet XX V-11, 


The ſtarre ofmy miſhappe impos'd this payning, 
Toſpendthe Aprill of my yeers:in wayling, - « |; 1: 


That neuer found my fortune butin waynimg, +: 121! 1! 
With ſtill freſh cares my preſent woesaſlayling,!, 


Yet her I blame notthough ſhe might have, blaſt ee, 


But my deſires wings ſo highafpiring/)i;- 111) 1 90] 912717 
Now melted with the ſunnethat hab pole _ I « 
Downedoe1 fallfrom off my high deſiring; 2! ng 19H 


Andi in my fall doe fry-ar mergy; ſpeedy: 7 330! c {1Y 
No pittying eye logkes backe a 
No helpel findewhen now.moſtfanour neede | 9 
Th'Ocean of my teargs muſt drawne weaning dſonol 


And this my death, ſhall chriſten her HW! 
Andgiuethe cruell Faireher ene! 


Sonnet”. X X V ITT. 


| Raylſing my hopes on hulls of highdeſire, 
Thinking to skale the heauen of her hart : 
My ſlender meanes preſum'dtoo higha part ; 
Her thunder of difdaine forſt me retire ; 
Andrhrew mee downeto paine inallthis fire, 
Where loeI languiſhin ſo heauieſmarr, 
Becauſe tWattempr was farre aboue myante: 
Her pride brook'd netpoore ſoules ſhold comeſo aye her. 
YetT proteſt my high aſpyring: will, Fl 
Was not to diſpoſiefſe herofher rights ol 
Her ſoueraignty' ſhould hanveremayned wh, | 
Lonely ſougtir thebliſſe r6hiaue herfight. - 0 
Her ſight contented ths! to Teh; as 
Fram d my deſites fit rkareyesl to kilk, * 


Sonnet XX1TX. 


O why dooth Delzacredite fo her glaſle, 
Gazing her beautie deign'd her by the skyes : 
And dooth not rather looke on him (alas) 
Whole ſtate beſt ſhewes the force of raurthering eyrs. 

The broken toppes of loftic trees declare, 

The fury of a mercy wanting ſtorme : 
And of what force your wounding graces are, 
Vppon my ſelfe you beſt may finde the forme. 

Then leaue your glafle,and gaze your ſelfe on mee, 
That Mirrour fhewes what powre is in your face: _ 
To viewe your forme too much,may daungerbee, | 
Narciſſus chaung'd t'a flowre infuch a caſe. 1 

And youare chaung? d,;biitnot ta Hiacint ; 
I feare your eye hathturn'd your hart to flint. 


Sonnet. XXX 


I once emay ſee when yeeres ſhall aocke my wronge, 
When golden haires ſhall chaunge to filuerwyer: 
And thoſe bright rayes,that kindleallthis fyer. | 
Shall faile in force,their working not ſo ſtronge. 
Then beautie,now the burthen of my ſong, 
Whoſe glorious blaze the world dooth fo admire ; © 
Muſt yeeldeypallto tyrant Times deſire: 
Then fade thoſe flowres which deckt her pride lo ay 
Whed if ſhe grieueto gaze herinher Slas, 
Which then preſents herwi inter-withered hew ; 
Goe you'my yerſe,goe tell-her what ſhe was ; 
For what ſhe was ſhe beſt ſhall inde in you. 
"Your firie heate letsnotherglorie pale nk 
But Phenix-like ſhall make her hue atiew. 


Sonnet XXXl1. 


Looke Deliahow wee ſteeme the half blowne Roſe, 

The image ofthy bluſh and Summers honor: 

Whilſt in her tender greene ſhe dothiincloſe 

That pure ſweete beautie, Time beſtowes yppon her. 
No ſooner ſpreades her glorie in the ayre , 

But ſtraight her ful-blowne pride 1511 declyning . 

She then isſcorn'd that late adorn'd the fayre: 
| Soclowdes thy beautie,after fayreſt ſhining, 

No Aprill can reujue thy withred flowers, 
Whoſe blooming; grace adornes thy glorie now: © 
Swift ſpeedy Time, feathred with flying howers, 
Diſſolues the beautie of the faireſt brow. ' ' - 

O let not chen ſach riches waſte m:yaine + 
But loue-whilſt that thou mailt be lou'd againe. 


But 


Sonnet «XX X11. 


But loue whilſt that thou maiſtbe lou'd againe, 
Now whilſt thy May hath fall'd thy lappe with flowers z 


Now whilſtthy beautie beares without aſtaine ; 
Now vie thy Summer ſmiles ere winter lowres. 


And whilſt thou ſpread'ſt ynto the ryſing ſunne, 
The faireſt lowre that ever ſawe the light: 
Now toye thy time before thy ſweetebe dunne, 
And Delia, thinke thy morning nauſt have night. 
And thatthy brightnes ſets at length to weſt: 
When thou wilt cloſe yp that which now thou ſhowet : 
And thinke the ſame becomes thy fading beſt, 
Which then ſhall hide it moſt and couer lowelt. 
Men doe not weigh the ſtalke for that it was, 
When once they finde her flowre,her glory paſle. 
When 


Sonnet XX XI11. 


V'Vhen menſhall finde thy flowre,thy glory paſle,. . 
And thou with caretull brow fitting alone : 

Receiued haſt this meſſage from thy glaſle, 
That tells thee trueth,and faies that all is gone. 

Freſh ſhalt thou ſee in mee the woundes thou madeſt, 
Though ſpent thy flame,in mee the heate remayning* 
I that haue lou'd thee thus before thou fadeſt, 

My faith ſhall waxe,when thou art in thy wayning, 

The world ſhall inde this miracle in mee, 

 Thatfire can burne,when all the matter's \:-nt: 
Then what my faith hath beene thy ſelfeſhait ſee, - 
And that thou walt vnkinde thou maieſt repent. 
Thou maiſt repent, that thou haſt ſcorn'd my teares, 
When Winter ſnowes vppon thy golden heares. 


F 1 "When 


Sonnet XXXTITIIHL. 


VVhen Winter ſnowes ypon thy golden heares, 
And froſt of age hath nipt thy flowers neere: 
When darke ſhall ſceme thy day that neuer cleares, 
And alllyes withred that was held ſo deere. 

.Then take this picture which I heere preſent thee, 
Limned with-a Penfill not all vynworthy : 

Heere ſee the giftes that God and naturelent thee ; 
Heere read thy ſelfe,and what I ſuftred for thee, 

This may rewaine thy laſting monument, 
Which happily poſteritie may cheriſh: 

Theſe collours with thy fading are not ſpent ; 

Thefe may remaine,when thou an1I ſhall periſh. 
Ifthey remaine,then thou ſhalt hue thereby ; 
They will remaine,and fo thou cauſt not dye. 


Thou 


Sonnet XXXV. 
| Thoucarſtnot dye whilſt any zeale abounde 


In feeling harts,that can conceiue theſe lines: 
Though thoua Laura haſt no Petrarch founde, 
In baſe attire, yet cleerely Beautie ſhines. 


And 1, thoughborne in a colder clime, 
Doe feele mineinward heate as great, knoweit: 
He never had more faith, although morerime, 
Iloue as well,chough he could better ſhew it. 
ButI may ad one feather to thy fame, 
To helpe herflightthroughoutthe faireſt Ile: $1” 
And itmy penne could more enlarge thy name, 
Then ſhouldſt rhou live in an immortall ſtile. 
But thoughthat Laura better limned bee, 
Suthce,thou ſhalt be lou'd as well as ſhee. 
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Sonnet XXXVTI. 


O be notgrieu'd that theſe my papers ſhould, 
Bewray vnto the world howe faire thouart : 
Orthat my wits have ſhew'dthe beſt they could, 
The chaſteſt flame that euer warmed hart. 

Thinke not fweete Delia,this ſhall be thy ſhame, 
My Muſe ſhould ſound thy praiſe with mournefull warble: 
How many liues the glory of whoſe name, 

Shall reſt in yee,whenthine is grau'd in Marble. 

Thou maiſt in after ages liue eſteem'd, 

Vnburied in thele lines reſeru'd in purenes ; 

Theſe ſhall intombe thoſe eyes,that haue redeem'd 

Mee from the vulgar,thee from all obſcurenes. 
Although my carefull accents neuer mou'd thee; 
Yet count it nodiſgrace that I haue lou'd thee. 


Delia 


Sonnet XX VII. 


Deliatheſe eyes that ſo admireth thine, 
Haue ſeene thoſe walles the which ambition reared, 
To checke the world,how they intombd haue lyen 
within themſelues ; and on them ploughes haue cared. 
Yet for all that no barbarous hand attaynde, 
The ſpoyle of fame deſeru'd by vertuous men: 
Whole glorious ations luckely had gainde, 
Th'eternall Anualls ofa happie pen. 
Why then though Delia fade letthat not moue her, 
Though time do ſpoyle her of the faireſt yaile 
That euer yet mortallitie did couer ; 
Which ſhall inſtarce the needle and the trayle. 
That grace,that yertue,all that ſeru'd t'in woman ; 
Dooth her ynto eternitie aſſommon. 


F 3 Faire 


Sonnet XXXVTIII. 


Faire and louely maide,looke from the ſhore, 


Seethy Leander ſtriving in theſe waues : 

Poore foule fore-ſpent,whoſe force can doe'no more, 

Now ſend foorth hopes, for now calme pittie ſaues. 
And wafte him to thee with thoſe louely eyes, 

A happy conuoy to a holy lande : 

Now ſhew thy powre,and where thy vertuelyes, 
To faue thine owne;ſtretch out the fayreſt hand, 

| Stretchoutthe faireſt hand a pledge of peace, 

That hand that dartes fo right,and never miſſes: 

Ile not reuenge olde wrongs,my wrath ſhall ceaſe ; 

For that which gaue me woundes,lle giue it kifles. 

Onceletthe Ocean of my cares finde ſhore, 


That thou be pleas'd,and I may ſigh no more. 
Reade 
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Sonnet XXXIX, 


Reade in my face,a volume ofdefpayres, 
The wayling Iliades ot my tragicke wo ; 
Drawne with my bloud,and printed with my cares, 
Wrought by her hand,that T haue honoured fo. 
Who whulſt I burne, ſhe ſinges at my ſoules wrack, 
Looking a loft from Turret of her pride : 
There my ſoules tyrant 10yes her,in the ſack 
Ot her owne ſeate,whereofI made her guide, 
There doe theſe ſmoakes that from affliction ryle, 
Serue as anincenſeto a cruell Dame: 
A Sacrifize thrice oratefull to her eyes, 
Becauſe their powre ſerue to exact the ſame. 
Thus ruines ſhe,to fatisfie her will ; 
The Temple,where her name was honored till, 


Sonnet XL. 
My Cynthia hath the waters of mine eyes, 


Theready handmaides on her grace attending: 
Thar neuer tallto ebbe,nor ever dryes, 
For to their flowe ſhe neuer graunts an ending, 

Th'Ocean neuer did attende more duely, 

V ppon his Soueraignes courſe,the nights pale Queene: 
Nor paide the impoſt of his waues more truely, 
| Thenmineto her in truth haue euer beene. 

Yet noughtthe rocke of that hard hart can moue, 
Where beate theſe teares with zeale,and fury driveth: 
And yet Irather languiſh in her loue 
Then I would ioy the fayreſt ſhe that hueth. 

I doubtto finde ſuch pleaſure in my gayning, 
As now I taſte in compas of complayning, 


Howe 


Sonnet XLI. 


How long ſhallI in mine affliction morne, 
A burthen to my ſelfe,diſtress'd in minde: 
When ſhallmy interdicted hopes returge, 
From out deſpayre wherein they liue confin'd. 
When ſhall her browe charg'd with difdaine, 
Reueale the treaſure which her ſmyles impart : 
When ſhall my faith the happineſle attaine, 
To breake the ycethat hath congeald her hart. 
Vnto her ſelfe,her ſelfe my loue dooth ſommon, 
If loue in her hathany powre to moue: 
And let her tell me as ſhe is a woman, 
Whether my faith hath notdeſeru'd her loue. 
Iknoweſhe cannot but muſt needes confeſle tt, 
Yet ſooo ne not with one ſimple ſignet 'expreſſc1 it.” 
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G. Beautie 
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Sonnet XLII: 


Beautie, ſweet loue is like the morning dewe, 


Whoſe ſhort refreſh ypon the tender greene, 
Cheeres for atime buttyllthe Sunne doth ſhew, 
And ſtraight tis goneas it had neuer beene. 


Soone doth it fade that makes the faireſt loriſh, 
Short is the glory ofthe bluſhing Roſe, 
The hew which thou fo carefully dooſt nouriſh, 
Yet whichat length thou muſt be forc'd to loſe. 

Whenthou furcharg'd with burthen of thy yeeres, 
Shalt bend thy wrinkles homeward to the earth : 
When tyme hath made a paſport for thy feares, 
Dated in agethe Kalends of ourdeath. 

But ahno more; thys hath beene often tolde, 
- Andwomen grieue to thinke they muſt be old. 


- En ee EARL ons > 


Sonnet XLIII. 


I muſt notgrieue my Loue,whoſe eyes would reede, 
Lines of delight, whereon her youth might ſmyle : 
Flowers hauea tyme beforethey cometo ſeede, 
And sheis young and now muſt ſport the while. 

Ah ſport fweet Mayde in ſeaſon of theſe yecres,. 
And learne to gather flowers before they wither : 
And where the {weeteſt bloſſoms fuſt appeares, 
Let loue and youth conductthy pleaſures thither. 

Lighten forth ſmylesto cleerethe clowded ayre, 
And calme the tempeſt which my ſighes doe rayſe: 
Pittie and ſmyles doe beſt become the fayre, 

Pittic and ſmylesſhall yeeld thee laſting prayle. 
I hope to ſay when all my oriefes aregone, 
_ Happythehartthat ſigh'd for ſuch a one. 


G. 2. Drawne 


Sonnet XL IH. 


Drawne vvithth'attractiue yertue other eyes, 
My toucht hart tunres 1tto that happie coſt: 
Myioytull N orth, where all my fortune lyes, 
The leuell ofmy hopes deſired moſt. 

There yvhere my Delia fayrer then the ſunne, 


Deckt with her youth whereon the world ſmyleth: 


Ioyes inthathonour vyhich her beautie wonne, 
Th'eternall yolume yyhich her fame compyleth. 
Floriſh faire Albion,glory ofthe North, 
Neptunes darling helde betweene his armes: 
Deuided from the world as better worth, 
Kept for himſelfe, defended from all harmes. 
Still let difarmed peace decke her and thee ; 
And Mule-foe Mars,abroade farre foſtred bee. 


Care= | 


Sonnet. X LV. 


Care-charmerſleepe, ſonne ofthe Sable night, 
Brother to death,in ſilent darknes borne: 
Relieue my languiſh,and reſtore the light, 
With darke forgetting of my cares returne. 
And let the day betime enough to morne, 
The ſhipwrack of my ill-aduentred youth : 
Let vvaking eyesſuffice to'vyayletheyr ſcorne, 
Without thetorment of the nights yntruth. 
Ceaſe dreames,th'ymagery of our day deſires, | 
To modell foorth the paſsions ofthe morrow : 
- Neuerletryling Sunneapproue youlyers, 
To adde more griefe to aggrauat my ſorrow. 
Still letme fleepe,imbracing clovydes in vaine ; 
And neuer vyake,to feele the dayes diſdayne. 


G 3 Let 


Sonnet XLVLI. 


Let others ſing of Knights and Palladines, 
In aged accents, and yntimely words: 
Paint ſhadowes in imaginary lines, 
Which well the reach of their high wits records ; 


But I muſt ſing of thee and thoſe faire eyes, 
Autentique ſhall my verſe in time to come, 


When yet th'vaborne ſhall ſay, loe where ſhe lyes, 
Whoſe beautic made him ſpeake that. cls was dombe., 
Theſe arethe Arkes the Tropheis] erect, 

That fortifie thy name againſt old age, 

And theſethy facred vertues mult protect, 

Againſt the Darke and times conſuming rage. - 
Thoughth'error ofmy youth they ſhall diſcouer, 
Suffice they ſhew I liu'd and was thy louer. 


Like 


Sonnet XL VII. 


Likeas the Lutethat ioyes or els diſlikes, 
As is his artethat playes ypon the ſame + 
So ſounds my Mule according as ſhe ſtrikes, = 
On my hart ſtrings high tun'd vnto her fame. | 
Her touch doth cauſe the warble ofthe ſound, 
Which heere I yeeld in lamentable wiſe, 
A wailing deskant on the ſweeteſt ground, 
Whoſe due reports giue honorto her eyes. 
Els hatſh my ſtyle, yntunable my Muſe, 


Hoarce ſoundsthe voycethat prayſerh not her name : 


 Ifany pleaſing realiſhheere TI vſe, 
Then iudge the world her beautie giues the ſame. 


O happie ground that makes the muſique ſuch, © - 


And bleſſed hand that giues ſo ſweete auch. 


None 


Sonnet XL VIII. 


None other fame myne ynambitious Muſe, 
Aﬀeced euer but t'eternize thee: 
All other honours doe my hopes refuſe, 
Which meiner priz'd and momentarie bee. 
For God forbid I ſhould my papers blot, 
With mercynary lines,with ſeruile pen: 
Praifing vertues in them that haue them not, 
Baſely attending on the hopes ofmen. 
No no my verſe reſpes nor Thames nor Thearers, 
Nor ſeekes it tobe knowne ynto the Great: 
But A#07 rich in 1 fame, though poore'in waters, 
Shall hauemy ſong,where Dela hath herſeate. 
Auon ſhallbe my Thames, and ſhe my Song; 
Ile found her name the Ryuerall along, - | 


Sonnet XLIX. 


Vnhappy pen and ll accepted papers, 
That intimate in vaine my chaſte defiers, 
My chaſte defiers, the euer burning tapers, 
Inkindled by her eyes celeſtiall fiers. 
Celeftiall fiers and ynreſpeQing powers, 
That deigne not view the glory of your might, 
In humble lines the worke of carefull howers, 
The ſacrifice I offer to her ſight. | 
But ſith ſhe ſcornes her owne, this reſts for me, 
Ile mone my ſelfe, and hide the wrong I haue: 
And fo content me thather frownes ſhould be | 
To my/nfant ſtile the cradle, andthe grave. .: 
What though my ſelfe no.honor get thereby, | 
Each byrd ſings therſelfe, and fo will I, 


UÞ OY Loe 


Sonnet L. 


Loc heere the impoſt of a faith vnfaining, 

That loue hath paide,and her diſdaine extorted: 

Beholde the meſſage of my iuſt complayning, F 

That ſhewes the world how much my gricte imported. 
Thee tributary plaintes fraught with delire, 

I ſende thoſe eyes the cabinets of loue ; 

The Paradice whereto my hopes aſpire, 

From out this hell, which mine afflictions proue. | 
Whereih I thus doe liue' caſt downe from myrth, 

Penſiue alone,none but deſpayre about mee ; 


My ioyes abortiue,periſht attheir byrth, 
My carres long/liu'de,and will not dye wuhout mee. 
This is my ſtate, and Delias hart is fuch ; 


Ifay nomorel feare I faide too much. 


FINIS. 


An Ode, 


Nowe each creature ioyesthe other, | 
Pakinghippy daiesind howers; | - |. 
One byrd reports toanother, | 
In the fall of filuer ſhowers, - - - 
Whilſt the earth our common mother, 
*  Hathherboſome deckt with flowers, 


VVhulſt the greateſt torch of heaven, | 
With bright rayes warmes Floras lappe: 
Making nights and dayesboth even, 
Cheerinz plahts with freſher ſappe: 
My field of flowers quite be-reauen, [32] | 
Vants refreſh of better happe. 2:08 : 
H, 2, - Eccho 


Ode. 
_ Eccho daughter of theayre, 
Babbling gheſte of Rocksand Hills, 
Knowes the name of my fearce Fayre, 
And foundes the accents of my ills: 
Eachthitg pitues my diſpaire, 
Whulſt that ſhe het Louer kills. 


Whilſt that ſht © cruell Maide, 
| Doth ine, and my- true loue diſpiſe: 
My les floniſhis decayde 
That depended. on her eyes: 
But her willmuſtbe gbaide, | 
And wellhe'ends for loue who dies. - | 


- C ; | 
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THE COMPLAINT OF: 
V T fromthe horror ofinternalldeepes, ne 
My poore aftlicted ghoſt comes heere to plaine it: 
Attended with my ſhame that neuerflcepes, _ 
The ſpot wherewith my kinde, and youth did ſtaine it * 
My body found agraue where to containe it, , © 
A ſheete could hide my face, but not my ſin, 
For Fame finds neuer tombert” incloſe itin. 


© 2 » — 


+ 4 k 
Procure this ſacrifice amongſt the luung ? We 
Time hath lopgſince worne outthemmemarie,,”.... ' !.., + 
Both of my life, and liues vniuſt depriuing : 1; - 
Sorrow for weisdead forayezeumung.....! 27 


© Roſamondhathllittle lefcherhuthec name;, ;,c..... 
kit And that diſgrac'd, for time hath wrong'd the ſame. 
| H. 3. No 


A 


The complaint ' 


No Muſe ſuggeſts the pittie ofmy caſe, 
Each penne dooth:oucrpaſſe my iuſt complaint, _ 
Whilſt others are preferd,; FRY farre more oo 3-þ 


Shores wife is grac'd,and paſſes for a Saint ;| 

Her Legendiuſtifies her foule attaint ; _ eb 
Her well-told tale did ſuch compakiion finde, - 
That ſhe is pals dand1 am left behinde, ears. 


Which "Be with priefe,my myſerable hoſt, 
(YVbilome inveſted 1n (o faire a vaile, 
Which whilſt it liu'd \ Was honoured ofthe moſt, ... 
And being dead, giues matter to bewaile) 
Comes to ollicit thee, fince other: cule, | 

To take this taskeand in thy wofull Song . 

To forme my cale,and regiſter my wrong, 


Although I knowe thy uſt lamenting Muſe, 
Toyldeinth affliction of thine owne diſtreſle, | 
In others cares hath little timeto.vie, 0 
And therefore maiſt eſteeme of mine the hfbe : 
Yet as thy hopes attend happie redreſle, 
Thy ioyes depen ding oN a Womans grace, . 
So moue thy mindes pra OO TIT; 
"HJ IC Mi qc; <1 5:18 71 | 


of Roſamond. 


Delia may happe to deynge to read ourſtory, 
Andoffer vp herſigh” among the reſt; 
Whoſe merit would ſutfice tgr both our olorie, 
Whereby thou might” {t begrac'd,and I be bleſt, 
That indubreen would profitme the beſt; 
Such powre ſhe hath by whom thy youths lead, 
Toioythe liuingandto ” bleſſ the dead. 


So through beaiitie made the wofalF'{t vvight, 

By beautie might haue comfort after death : 

That dying fayreſt, bythefayreſt might 

Finde life aboue on earth,and reſt beneath: 

She that can blefle vs with one happy breath, 
Giue comfort to thy Muſe to doe her beſt. 
That thereby thoumaiſt ioy,and1 might reſt, 


Thus ſaide: forthwith mou'd witha tender care 
And putie,which my ſelfe could neuer finde: 
What ſhe deſir'd,nay Mule deygn 'dtodeclare, 
And therefore will'd her boldly tell her minde : 
AndI morewilling tooke this 6 wk alsignd, 
Becauſe her proce were worthy to be knowne, 


And telling ers,might hap forget: mine OWNE.  - 
Y Then 


The complaint 


Then write quoth ſhee the ruine ofm yon” 
Reportthe downe-fallof my ſlippry 
Ofall my lite reueale the ſimple tru 
To teach to others, what-Hearnt too "a 
Exemplifie my frailtie, tell howe Fate 
Keepesin  erernall darke our fortunes hidden, 
And erethey come, to know themytis forbidden. 


For whilſt the ſunn-ſhine of my fortune laſted, 

Iioy'dthe happieſt warmth, the ſweeteſt hear 

That euer yet im periousbeautie taſted, 

I had whatglory euer fleſhcouldget : 

But this faire morning hada ſhamefull et ; | 
Diſgrace darkt honor, finne did dowde my brow, 
As notethe ſequel, and Hletell thee how. 


The blood Thaind was good and of the beſt, 
My birth hadhonor, and my beautie fame: 
Nature and: Forttineioyn 'dto make me bleft, 
 HadIhad: grace t "haue knowne to viethe fame: 
My education chew'dfrom whencel came, 
Andallconcut'd to mike me * happy #urſt, 
_ That lo great haj p nicht make me toreaccmlt. 


Happy 


of Roſamond. 
Happie liu'd I whilſt Parents eye did guide, 
The indiſcretion of my feeble wayes: 
And Country home kept me from being eyde, « 
Where beſt ynknownel ſpent my ſweeteſt dayes ; 
Till that my frindes mine honour ſought to rayſe, 
To higher place, which greater credite yeeldes, 
Deemang ſuch beauty was vnfit for feeldes. 


From Country then to Court I was preferr'd, | X 
From calme to ſtormes,from ſhore intothe deepes: 

There wherelI periſh'd, where my youthfirſt err'd 

There wherelI loſt the Flowre which honour keepes ; 

| There where the worſerthriues,the better weepes ; 

Ah me poore wench,on this ynhappy ſhelte 

Igrounded mend caſt away my lelfe. 


- Forthither com'd;when yeeres had arm'd my youth 

| Withrareſt proofeof beautie euer ſcene: | 

When my reuiuing eye had learnt the truth, 

That it had powre to make the winter greene, 

And flowre affeftions whereas none had beene: 
Soone could I teach my bro\it to tyrannize. 
And miakethe world 0 homage to mine eyes. * v 
| or 


The complaint 


For age I ſaw, though yeeres withcold conceit, 
Congeald theyr thoughts againiſt a warme deſire: 
 Yetfightheir want, and looke at ſuch a baite, 
I aw how youth was waxe before the fare : 

I aw by ſtealch, I tram'd my lookealire, 


Yet well perceiu'd how Fortune made methen, 


The enuy of my ſexe, and wonder ynto men. 


Looke how a Cometat the firſt appearing, 
Drawesall mens eyes with wonder to beholdit: 
Or as the ſaddeſt tale at ſuddaine hearing, 
Makes ſilent liſtning vnto him that told it: 
So did my ſpeech when rubies did vnfold it ; 
So did the baſing ofmy bluſh appeere, 


T*amaze the world, that holds ſuch ſights ſo deere. 


Ah beatty Syren, fayre enchaunting good, 
Sweet ſilent rethorique of perſwading eyes: | 


Dombe eloquente, whole powre doth moue the blood 


More then the words, or wiſedome of thewile; 
Still harmonie,,whoſe diapaſon lyes- Ak 
Within a brow, the key which paſsions moue, 


Torawſh ſerice, and play a worldia loue, 


y of Roſamond. 


What might I then not doe whoſe powre was ſuch? - 
What cannot yyomen doethatknow theyr powre? 
What women knowes it notI feare too wi. 
How bliſle or bale lyes in theyr laugh or lowre? 
Whilſt they enioy their happy blooming flowre, 
Whilſt nature decks her with her proper fayre (th'ayre, 
Which cheeres the worlde, ioyes each fight, ſwectens 


Such one was I, my beautie was mine owne, 
No borrowed bluſh which banck-rot beauties ſeeke: 
The newfound-ſhame;, afinne to ys ynknowne, 
Th'adulterate beauty ofa falsed checke: 
Vild ſtaine to honor and to women ecke, 

Secing that time our fading muſt dete&, 

Thus with defe&tto couer our defed. 


Impiety of times, chaſtities abator, . 

Falſhod, wherein thy ſelfe, thy ſelfedenieſt : 

Treaſon, to counterfeit the ſeale of nature, 

The ſtampe ofheauen, impreſsed by the hieſt. 

Diſgrace ynto the world, to whom thou lyeſt, 
Idol vnto thy ſelfe, ſhame to the wile, 


| Andallthathonors thee idolatriſe. 
_ Farre 


The complaint 


Farre was that fine from vs whoſe age was pure, 
When ſimple beautie wasaccounted beſt, 

The time when women had no other lure 

But modeſtie,pure checkes,a vertuous breſt: 

This was the pompe wherewith my youth was bleſt ; 


Theſe were the weapons which mine honour wunne 


Inall the conflis that mine eyes begunne. | 


VVhich were not ſmall, l wrought on no meane obie&; - 


A Crowne was at my fecte,Scepters obaide mee : 


Whom Fortune made my King,Loue made my Sybic&, | 
Who did commaund the Land,moſt humbly praid mee : 


Henry the ſecond, that ſo highly weigh'd mee, 
Founde well by proofe the priuiledge of Beautie, 
That it hath powre to counter-maund all duetie. 


For after all his yiories in Fraunce, 
Tryumphing in the honour of his deedes : 
Vnmatch'd by ſword, vvas vanquiſht by aglaunce,, 
And hotter warres within his boſome breedes : 
Warres vvhom whole Legions.of deſires feedes, 
A all which my chaſtitiy oppoſes, 
he ficlde of honour,yertue neuer loſes, 


No 


| of Roſamond. 
No armour might bee foundethat coulde defend, 
Tranſpearcing rayes of Chriſtall-pointed eyes: * 
No Stratagem,no reaſon could amend, 
No not hisage ; yet olde men ſhould be wiſe: f 
Bnt ſhewes deceiue,outward appearance lyes; 
Let none for ſeeming ſo,thinke Saints of others, 


For all are men,and all haue ſuckt their Mothers. 


VVho would haue thought,a Monarch would haue cuer 
Obayed his handmaide, of ſo.meane a ſtate ; 
Vultur ambition feeding on hus lyuer, 
Age hauing worne his pleaſures out of date : 
But happe comes neuer orit comes too late, 

For ſucha daintiewhich his youth found not, 

Vnto his feeble age did chaunce allot. 


Ah Fortune neuer abſolutely good, 
For that ſome croſle ſtill counterchecks our luck: 
As heere beholdeth' incompatible blood,” 
Ot ageand youth was that whereon we ſtuck: 
Whoſe loathing,we from natures breſts.do ſuck, 

As oppolit to what ourblood requires ; 

| Forequallagedoth equalllike deſires.” | 
I 3 ; Bur 


The complaint 


But mightie men1n higheſt honor (i ting, 
Nought but applauſe nd Plddlate can behold: 
Sooth'd in their liking, careleſſewhatis fitting, 
May not be ſuftred once to thinke the'are old: 
 Nottruſting whatthey ſee; but what is told. 
Miſerable fortune to forget ſo farre, 
Theſtate of fleſh, and what our frailties are. 


Yet muſt I necdes excuſe ſo great defect, 
\ For drinking ofthe Lethe of myne eyes: 
H'is forc'd * a himſfelfe, and-all reſpe&t 
Ofmaieſtic whereon his ſtate relyes: 
And now of loues, and pleaſures muſt deuile. 
For thus reuw'd againe, heſerues and fu'th, 
And ſeekes allmeanes to vndermine my youth. 


Which neuer by aflault he could recouer, 

So well incamp'd:in{trength of chaſte defires: 

My cleane-arm'dithoitghts repelF'dan ynchaſt louer, 

The Crowne that could commaund what itrequires, 

I lefler priz 'dthenchaſtiries attires, 
Th'vnſtained-vaile-which innocents adornes, 


Th'vngathredRoſe, defended with the thornes. | 


Aud 


** 


of Roſamond, 


And ſafe mine honor ſ{toode till that in truth, 
One of my Sexe, of place, and nature bad : 
Was ſetin ambuſh to intrap my youth, 

One inthe habit of like frailtie clad, 

One who theliu'ry of like weakenes had. 

A ſceming Matrone, yeta finfull monſter, 


As by her words the chaſter fort may conſter. 


Shee ſet ypon me withthe ſmootheſt ſpeech, 

That Court | ad age could cunningly deuiſe: 

Th'one autentique made her fitto teach, 

The other karat her how to ſubteliſe ; .- 

Both were enoughto circumuent the wiſe, 
A document that well may teach the fage, ' 
Thatthere's no truſt in youth,nor hope inage.: . | 


Daughter (faith ſhe) behold thy happy .chaunce, -: :: ./»;.>/ 
That haſt the lot:caſt downe intothy lap, ©» 
VVhereby thou maiſt thy honor great aduaunce,,- 38 
VVhilſt thou (vnhappy)wil notſeerhy;haps; 4!) 3-71.51.54 
- Such fond reſpect thy youth doth fo inwrhp,. 910-3 y0a 3 


T*oppoſe thy ſelfe againſt thineownegoorl- fortune; | 
That points thee out, and ſcenes theeto/umportune. = 
| rigs Dooſt 


 Thecomplaine 


- Dooſtthou not ſee how that thy King thy Toue, 
Lightens foorth glory onthy darke eſtate : 

And ſhowres downegolde and treaſure from aboue, 
Whilſtthou dooſt ſhutre thy lappe againſt thy fate: 
Fyc fondling fye,thouwilr repent too late 

The error of thy youth ; that canſt not ſee 

What is the fortune that dooth followe thee. 


Thou muſt not thinks thy flowre can alwayes flonſh, 
And that thy beautie will be ſtill admired : 


But that thoſe rayes which all theſe flames doe nouriſh, 


Canceld with Time,will haue their date *. 0% 
And men will ſcorne what now is ſo deſired: 
Our frailtyes doome is written inthe flowers, 


Which floriſh now and fade ere many howers. 


Reade in my facethe ruines of my youth, 
The wracke of yeeres ypon my aged brow: | 
I haue beene faire,I muſt confeſſe the trueth, 
And ſtoode yppon as nice reſpects as thow ; 
I loſt my time, and Vrepent it now , 

But were] to beginne my youth againe, 

I would redeemethe time I ſpent in yayne. 


But 


of Roſamond. 


But thou haſt yeeres and priuiledge to viethem, 

Thy priuiledge doth beare beauties great ſeale: 

Belides,the law of nature doth excuſe them, 

To whom thy youth may haue auſt 

Eſteeme not fame more al thoudodlt thy +5 | 
Fame,wherofthe world ſcemes to make fich choyce: 
Is butan Eccho, and an idle voyce. , 


Then why 1 ſhould thys reſpet ofhonor bound vs, 

In th' imaginary liſts of reputation? 

Titles which cold ſeueritie hath found ys, 

Breath ofthe vulgar, foe to recreation: 

Melancholies opinion, cuſtoms relation; 

Pleaſures plague, beauties ſcourge, hellto the fayre, 
. Toleauetheſweete for Caſtles inthe ayre. 


Pleaſure 1s _ opinion but conceau'd, 

Honor, athing without vs, not our owne : 

Whereof we ſec how many are bereau'd, | 

Which ſhould haue rep'd theglory theyhad (one, 

And many haue it, yervnworthy knowne. -'_ :\. | 
So breathes his blafts this many-headed. bai, 
Whereof the wiſeſt haue eſteemed leaſt. 

; ; | K. 


The complaine- 
The ſubtile Citty-women better learned;-- it 1 te 
Eſteeme thetmchaſt ynoughtharbeſt ſeeme ſo i | -\ 
Who though theyport; it ſhall notbe diſcerned, 
Their face betvraiesnot what their: bodiesdoe; ' 
Tis watte walking thatdotlyfaflieſtgoe, oTH8 
With ſhew of yerrue, as the cunning knowes, 
. Babes are beguild with ſweetes, and menwithſhowes. 


Then vſethy tallent, youth ſhallbethy warrant, 
And let not honor from thy ſports detract : 
Thou muſt not fondly thinke thy ſelfe tranſparent; 
That thoſe who ſee thy faceican iudgerhe fact ; 
Let her haue ſhamethat cannot cloſely at. 

And ſcemethe chaſt, which isthe cheefeſt arte, 


For what weſeeme cach ſces,none knowes our harte. 


The mightie who canwithſuch ſinnes diſpence, - '' 
In ſteed of ſhame doe honors great beſtow: "0 
A worthie author doth redeemeth'offence, 
And makesthe ſcareletfinneaswhite-as ſnow. ©. 
The Maieſtie thatdoth deſcend fo-low;; 1 >. © /-/ 
Is not defilde, but pure remaines therein: 51. 17 © 
And being ſacred, ſandtfies the fin,” + | 


| What, 


= C—_— 


of Roſamond. 
What, dooſt thou ſtand onthys.that he =" 


Thy beauty haththe more to worke vppon:: -- 
Thy 27 es want ſhal be ſupply'd with gold, 


Cold age dotes.moſt whenthe heate of youthis gone: | 


Enticing words preuaile with ſucha one,, * 


Alluring ſhewes moſt deepe impreſs SiON ltrikes, 
For age 1s prone to credite what it likes. 


Heere interupt ſhe leaues meina doubt, - 
When loe began 1 the combatin my. blood: 
Seeing my youth u inuirondroundabout, _ 
The ground yncertaine where my reaſons ſingd; ; 
Small my defence to make my. party goo ood,!. 
Againſt, ſuch'powers which were A furely NY 
To,querthrow a poore vnskilful mayde. |. 


Treaſon was in my bones my lelfe conſpyrivg, .' 
Toſcll my ſelfeto Juſt, my.foule to fume 2, ... 
Pure-bluſhing ſhame was in retiring... ....._ _- ee. 
Leauing the facred holdit glory'd in. . tnonto9 Hy 4: EP 
Honor lay proſtrate for my fleſhtowin, ...;. ... .. '.. | 
When cleanerthoughts my weakenes can vphray 


ah 


Ang ſelfe,and ſhame Ay force me fay. 4 


a1 


The complain 
Ah Roſamond, what doth thy fleſh prepare, 
Deſtruction to thy dayes, death to thy fame : 
Wilt thou betray that honor held with care, 
T' intombe with blacke reproch a ſpotted name, 
Leauing thy bluſh the collours of thy ſhame. - 
Opening thy feete to finne, thy ſoule to luſt, 
Graceleſle to lay thy glorie inthe duſt. 


Nay firſt letth'earth gape wideto ſwallow thee, 

And ſhut thee vp in boſome with her dead: 

_ EreSerpent tempt thee taſte forbidden tree, 

Or feele the warmth ofan ynlawfull bed: - 

Suffring thy ſelfe by luſt to bemifled; 
Soto diſgrace thy ſelfeand grieue thine heires, 
That Clifords race ſhould ſcorne thee one of theyrs. 


Neuer wiſh m__ toinioythe ayre, 
Then that thou breath'ſt the breath of chaſtitie * 


Longer then thou preſeru'ſtthy ſoule as faire 

As is thy face, free from impuritie : 

Thy face that makes th'admiredin euery eye: 
Where natures care ſuch rarities inroule, 


Whichys'd amiſfe, may ſerue to damnethy foule. 


But 


of Roſamond. 


But what? he's tny King and may conſtraingms, - 
Whether 1 yeclde or not I liuedefamed : | 
The world will thinke authority did gaine me, 
Iſhalbe iudg'd hys loueandſobe ſhamed: 
Weſecethe fayre condemn'd,that never gamed. 
Andifl yeeld, tis honorable ſhame, | 
Ifnot, I fue difprac'd, yetthiqught the lame. 


- What way is left thee then vnhappy mayde, 
Whereby1 thy ſpotleſle foote may wander our 
Thys dreadfull danger, which thou ſeeft is layd, 
VVherein thy ſhame doth compaſie thee about? © - -/ | 
Thy ſimple yeeres cannot reſolue this doubr. [19 
Th youth can neuerguidethy footeſo'cuen,” 


But in deſpight fome ſcandall ol be giuen, 


Thus ſtood I ballanc'd equallieiprecize, | 
Till my fraile fleſh did weigh me downeto ſinne: 
Till vyorld and pleaſure made me mn” 
 Andglittering pompe my vanitie did winne ; 
_ Whentoexcuſe my fault my luſts beginne, 
And impious thoughts aleds _ wanton Fr 
That though I finn 1 my eo had honeſt cauſe. - 
K. 3. 50 


Theceomplaine 


So well the goldenballes calt ddwne beforeme, /! :-.,!.,, 1.0 

_ Could entertaine my courſe;hinder my Way :-..- | -- E-{8 FEY 

Whereat my rechleſſe youth {toopingto ſtoreme,. - ... ., 

Loſt me thegole,ghe glory,and thedattef i;*- 5 | 

Pleaſure had{ ſet my wel-gkoold thoughts to- play,./ : 
And bade me vſethe yertue ofmine eyes, © 
For ſweetly it fits the fayre.to wantonile. 


Thus wrought toffinne,ſoone was Ltraind from Cont ww 
Toa olitaric Grangethexe to attend :- 
The time the King ſhould thether make reſort, | 
Where he loues| long, oo irs ſhould end. 
Thether he daily meſſages oth ſend, 
With coſtly. NS orators of loue : | 
Which (ah toO well men know) d doe Women moue. 


The day before the night ofmy defeature, ':_ | 
He _ me with-a Casket richly wrought : 
So rare, that arte did ſeeme to pA with nature, 
T' expreſle the cunning work-mans curious thought ; 
The miſtery whereof I pryan ſought.” 
And foundengrayenonthe lidde aboue, 
Amymone how ſhe with Ns ſtroue. UE 7 
+ IP, Amymone 


Amymone old:Danaus daghtiry: Dy nit aid t 
As ſhe was fetchihg = allalone! i 1/7 91:71 
At Lerna: whereas] Neptune-cameand caught hw ang 
From whom ſhe ſtrin'd andftrugled tobe gone, 5 191! [1] 
Beating the ayre with cryes and pittiousmone. © © 11 
But all in yaine, with him tbo; is forc'd to goe: 
Tis ſhame that men ſhould yſe poore maydens (6... 


There nughtI ſee deſcribedhowtſhe lay, 


| Atthoſe proude feete, not ſatisfied with prayer: 


Wa 


Wailing her heauie hap, curſing the day, 


In a&fo pittiousto expreſle diſpaire: 


And by how much more greeu'd;ſomuch more fayre;; ;:.{] 
Her teares vpon her cheekes poore carefull quile, 7 
Did ſeeme' againſt the ſunne criſtalland perle. | 


V'Vhoſe pure cleereftreames,which loe fo faire ApPeares, 7 
VVrought hotter flames,O myracle of Joie; nod 
That kindles fire in water, heatein teares, 

And makes negleRed beautie mightier proue 'Y 


Teaching aftlicted affe&tsromoue; : : -c'11; /{111 7 


To ſhewthar nothing ltbcoomes the faire, 6 a BY. 
- \Butcraeltic, thatyecldedy vnto no prayers ; + | 
Thys 


The complaint 


_ This hauing viewdandtherewth ſomething moucd, 


Figured I found within the other ſquares : | 

Transformed Is, Toues deerelyloued, 

In her affliction how ſhe Rrangely fares, 

Strangelie diſtreſs'd, (O beautie borne to cares) 
Turn'd to a Heiffer, kept vvith icalous eyes, 
Alwaies in danger of her hatefull ſpyes. 


Theſe preſidents preſentedto my vievy, 
Wherein the prefage of my fall was ſhowne: 
Might haue fore-yyarn'd me well whatwould enſue, 


And others harmes haue made me ſhunne mine owne ; 


But fate is not preuented though fore-knowne. 
For that muſt hap decreed by heauenly powers, 
VVhoworke our fall, yet make the fault till ours, 


VVitnestheworld, wherem.isnothung rifer, 

Then miſeries ynkend before they.come : 

V'Vho canthe characters of chaunce diſcipher, 

VVritten in elowdes of our concealed dome 2? 

VThich though perhaps haue beene reueald to ſome, 
Yetthat {6douber fucceſſe didiproucthem;' . | 


Thatmen muſt know they haue the heauens abouethe. 


of Roſamond, 
I fawethe ſinne wherein my foote was entring, © 
I awe how that diſhonour did attend it, 
Tfawe theſhame whereon my fleſh was ventring, 
Yet had Thad notthe powreforto defende it; 
So weake 15 ſence when error hath condemn'd tt: 
We ſee what's good,and thereto we conſent vs; 
But yet we chooſethe worſt, and ſoone repent vs. 


And now I cometo tell the worſt of 1]nes, 
Now drawesthe date of mine affliction neere : 
Now when the darke had wraptyp allin ſtilnes, 
Anddreadfull bhcke,had diſpoſlefs'd the cleere: 
Com'd was the night,mother of ſleepe and feare, 
Who with her ſable mantle friendly couers, 
The {weet-ſtolneſports,of ioyfullmecting Louers. | 


' 


When loelioydemy Louernot myLoue, _. 
And telrthe hand of luſt moſtyndeſired:: _ 
Enforc'd th'vnprooucd bitter ſweeteto proue, 
Which yeelde no mutuall pleaſure when tis hired. 
Loue' $not conſtrain'd,nor yetof due required, 
Iudgethey whoareynfortunately wed, - 
What tis to.co come into-aloathed bed. 8 
\ L But 


The complaint 

But ſoone his age receiu'd his ſhort contenting, 
And ſleepe eald yp lus languiſhing deſires : 
VVhenhe turnesto his reſt, I to repenting, 
Into my ſelfe my waking thought retires: 
My nakednes had prou'd my ences hers. 

Now opned were mine cyesto looke therein, 

For farſt we taſte the fruite, then ſee our ſin. 


Now did I find my ſelfe vnparadis'd, 

From thoſe pure fieldes ofmy ſo cleane beginning: 

Now I perceiu'd how ill l was aduis'd, © 

My fleſh gan Joathe the new-felt touch of finning'; 

Shame leayes vs by degrees, not atfirſt winning, 
For naturechecks a new offence with lothing : 


Bur vſc of ſinne doth make it ſeeme as nothing, 


And yſe of finne did worke in mea boldnes, 

And loue in him, incorporates fuch zeale: | 

Thaticaloſic inereas'd with ages codnes, 

.  FearingtoJooſethe toy ofall lus weale. . + 

Or doubting time his ſtealth might els reueale, 
H'is driven tq deyiſe ſome ſubtile way, ' '1 / '; 
How he might fafcheſt keepe fo richa pray. / 


Wo | 


of Roſamond. - == 
A ſtately Pallace he foorthwith did buylde, - | 
Whoſe intricate innumerable wayes, 
With ſuch contuſed errors ſo beguil'd 
Th'vnguided entrers with yncertaine ſtrayes, 
And doubttull.curnings keptthem indelayes, 
With bootleſſe labor leadingthem abour, 
Ableto finde no way, nor in,norout. 


Within the cloſed boſome of which frame, 
That ſeru'da Center tothatgoodly round: | ; 
Were lodgings, with a garden to the ſame, 
With ſweeteſt flowers . 4 cu'radorn'dihe grouns.., 

' Andallthe pleaſures thatdelight hath found, 
_- Tenterainethe ſence of wanton eyes, 


Fuell of loue, from whence l.:ſts flames ariſe. 


HeereLinclos'd from all the world a ſunder, - 

The Minotaure ot ſhame kept for diſgrace: 

The monſter of fortune, andthe worlds wonder, 

Liu'd cloyſtred in ſo deſolate a caſe: 

None but the Kinz might come into the place. - 
With certain emaides that did EE my neede, | 
And he himiſelfe came guided by athreed, | ©? Fn 

FEES: Sort 


The complaint 
O lealouſie, daughter of enuy, and love 
Moſt wayward iſſue ofa gentle Syer ; 
Foſtred with feares,thy Fathers ioyes Cimproue, 
Myrth-marring Monfter,borneaſubtilelyer ; '. 
Hatefull ynto thy ſelfe;flying thine owiiedefier : 
Feeding vpon ſuſpectthat dooth renue thee, 
Happte were Louets ifthey neuer knewe thee. 


' Thou haſta thouſand:gates thou entereſt by, 
Condudting trembling paſsionsto our hart: 
Hundred eyed Argos,cuer waking Spye,, 
Pale hagge,infernall fury, pleaſures ſmart, 
Enwous Obſeruer,prying in euety part; | 
Suſpicious, fearefull,gazing ſtill about thee, 
O would to God 'that loue could be without thee: 


Thou did(t depriue (through falſe ſuggeſting feare) 
Him of content;and me of libertie: 
The onely good that women holde ſo deare, 1 
And turaft my freedome to captiuitie, 
Firſt made aPrifoner,ere an enemy : | 

Enioynd the raunſome of m Gn ſhame, 

Which though Fpaide could not redeeme the __ 

WW 


of Roſamond. 


What greater torment euer could haue beene, 
Then to inforce the fayre to hue retired: 
For what is Beautie if it benot ſeen; - 


Or what is't-to beſcene vnleſle admired?// - 
And though admyred,vnlefſe i in loue deſired? 


Neuer were cheekes of Rofes,locks of -Atnber, © 


Ordayn'dto liueimprifond ina Chanber. 


Nature created Beautie forthe view; 

Like-as thefire for heate,the Sunne for light: 
The Faire doe holdethis priuiledge as due, 
By auncient Charter,to liue moſtic mn fght, 
And ſhe that is debarr'd it;hath not right. - 


In yaine our friends in this vſetheir dehorting, Fit 


For Beautie will be where! is moſt reſorting, 


_ Viitneſt the fayreſt ſtreetes that Thames doth viſit, 


The wonrdous concourſe ofthe glittering Fare: / 
For what rare-women deckt with Beauticis it, | 
That thither couets not to make repaire. 

The ſolitary Country may not ma 
Heereisthe center of all beauties beſt; 
Excepting Delia,left to adornethe th 

L 3 


Heere 


Thecomplaine 
Heere doththecurious withiudiciall eyes, 
Contemplate beauty glorioully attired: 
And heercin all our Peefelt glory lyes, 
Toliue where weare ptais'd and moſt deſired. 
O how weiþytoſeeour {glues admired, 
 Whilſt-niggardly our fayours wediſcouer, 
V'Veloueto be belou'd, yet ſcornethe Louer. | 


Yet would to God my foote had never moued 
From Countrey fafery, trom the fields of reſt : 
To know the danger to be highly loued, 
And lyue in pompe to braue among the beſt, 
Happy for me, better had I beene bleſt ; | 
IfT vnluckely/had heverſtrayde: | 
Butliu'd at home a happy Country mayde. 


Whole vnafteed innocencie thinks' 
No guilefullfraude; as doth the Courtly liver: 
- Sh's deckt withtrueth; the Riuer where ſhe drinks 
Doth ſerue her for herglaſle, her counſel giver: 
She loues ſincerely, andisloued ever. - 
Herdayes are peace, andſo ſheends herbreath, 
True lite chatknowes not what's to die till death. 


So 


of Roſamond. 


Soſhould I neuer haue beeneregiſtred, 
In theblacke booke of the vnfortunate : 
Nor had my name enrold with Maydes miſled, 
Which bought rheyr pleaſures at ſo hic a rate. 
Nor had Itaughtthrough my vnhappy fate, 
This lefſon which my felfe learnt with eXPence, 
How moſt it hurts that moſt delights the ſence. 


Shame followes ſinne, diſgrace is duly;guen, / 

Impietie will out, neuer ſo cloſely doone: 

No walles can hide vs fromthe eyes ofheauen,  « 

For ſhame muſtend what wickedneſſebegun $i! 211} 9750 

Forth breakes reproch when welcaſt thinke thereon, © ii. 
And thys iseuer proppervnto Courts://* 7 +) + | 
That nothing can be doone but Fame reports. 


Fame doth explote what lyes. moſt ſecrete hidden; > 5. 
Entring the cloſet of the Pallacedweller : 2769 ec 
Abroade reucaling what is moſt forbidden, 
Oftrueth and falſhood bothan equall teller: 
T's not aguarde can ſerue forto expell her i 141. 23 
The {word of iuſtice cannoticutte her wings; (| | 
_ Nor ſtop her mouth from vtt'ring lecrete things. 


And 


TIRING 


The complaint 


Andthis our ſtealth ſhe. could notlong conceale, 
From her whom ſuch a forfeit moſt concerned: 
The wronged Qneene,who could fo cloſely deale: 
That ſhe the whole ofall our practiſe learned, 
And watcht a time when leaft it was diſterned, 
In abſence of the King,to wreake her wrong, 
With fuch revenge asſhe deſired long. 


The Laborinth ſhe entred by that threed 

That ſeru'd a condu@to my "ſcne Lord: -. 

Left thereby chaunce,reſeru'd for ſuch a deeds, 

Where ſhe ſurpriz'dme whomfhe ſo abhord. -.: 30] 
Enrag'd:withmadnes,ſcarce ſhe ſpeakes a mond;: Fes: 


Bur flyes witheger fury tomyface, bf, 
Offring me moſt ynwomanly diſgrace. | 


Looke howa Tygreſſe that hathloſt her. whale, / 
Runs fearcely raginge through the woods aſtray: - 
And ſecing her ſelfe depriu 'doft hopeor heipes 
Furiouſly aflaultswhat' s.in her way, 
T 0 cats her wrath, not fora pray: 
So fell ſhe on mein outragious wiſe, LW DTOWESHE 
As could Difdaine and lealouſic deuiſe, £7! 


of Roſamond. :. 


And after all her vile reproches vied;:': 
She forc'd me take'thepoyſon ſhe ralbrowh: 
To end the lyfe-that had her fo abuſed, 
And free her feares, and-taſe heriealous thought. 
No crueltie her wrath would leave vnwrought, 
No ſpi -a&that to: reuengeis common 
For no beaſt tearcer then a icalous Woman. WET. (70 


Thofe handes that beauties miniſters had "I 

Muſt now gyue death; tharmeador'diof late: 

That mouththat newly gaue conſentroſin, 

Muſt now recetue deftracion in there-ar. 

That body which my lſts did violate, 
Muſt {crifies; it ſelfe 'appeale the? Wrong; 52D * 
Soſhortis pleaſure, Slorylaſtsnotlong,” © 


The poyſon ſoone diſperc'dthrough all my ike ; 'T! 
Had diſpoſſeſs 'dm y living: ſencesquite: 7.07 en Der eb1o” 
When naught reſpedkings death'the laſt of 'paines, 1" 
Plac'd his pale collours, the'tfigne of his might, D 
Vpon hysnew-gotſpoy le before his right; 
Thencethac'd my fouls ſorting my day ere noone, 
"When Feaſt boge# ls couldend ſo.ſoone: * , 
An 


The complaint .- | 
And as conuaid r'vntimbly funcrals; |: aly 127 lis 15G bak | 
My ſcarce coldecorſcinot fuffred longeriſtay:! - 12:12 
Behold the King (by chance) returning, falls 
"we wear 4 ſame vpon the way, Þ 
As herepairdtoſechisdecreſtiop,7 19 19 41 
Notthinking ſuch ameeting could haue beene, 0 
To ſee his loue, and ſeeing beeneynſcene. 5 


Iudgethoſe whom chaunce depriues of fweeteſt treaſure, 
What tis to loſe a thing we hold ſo deare:  - | 
The beſt delight,wherein our ſoule takes pleaſure, 
The ſweet of life,that penetrates ſo neare. 
What paſsions feeles Ns hart,inforc'd to beare 

The deepe impreſsion ofſo ſtrange a ſight? 

T ongue,pen,nor art, caftneuer ſhewa right. ' q 


Amaz'd he ſtandes, nor voyce nor body ſteares, 
Words had no paſſage, teares no ufſue found; 
For ſorrow ſhut vp-words, wrath keptinteares, 
Confus'd affefts each other doe confounde : 
Oppreſs'd with griefe his paſsions had no bounde : 
wing to tell his woes, wordes would not come ; 
For light cares ſpeake,when mightie griefesate dombe. 
; : + 


of Roſamond... 

extrefnitic breakes outa of i ; 

HE which th'umpriſoned anti teares a 

Wayles out a ſound that forrowes doe bewray : 

With armes a ctoſſe and eyes to heauen bended, 
Vauporing out ſighes that tothe skyes aſcended. 

Sighes, the poore caſe calamitie affords, 
Vhich-ſerue for ſpeech when ſorrow wanteth words. 


O heauens (quoth he) why doe myne eyes behold, 
_ The hatefull rayes of this vnhappy ſonne? 
hy haue 1 light to ſee my ſinnes controld, 
—_ blood of mine'owne ſhame thus vildly donne? 
How can my ſight endureto looke thereon? 
Why dwth not blacke eternalldarknes hide, 


That from myne cyes my hart cannotabide? 


What ſaw my life, wherein my ſoule might i toy? 
Whathad my dayes, whom troubles ſtill aMiited? 
But onely this, to counterpoize annoy, | 
This nab hopeywhich death hath interdidted: 
This ſweete, whoſe loſſe hath all diftreſſe afflicted: 
This that did ſeaſon all my ſowre of life, ©  -- 
Vextſtillat home with broyles, abroade 1 in ſttife... 
M. 2. Vext 


| The complaine - 

Vextſtyll at home with: broyles, abrode inftrife,” | 
' Diſſentionin my blood, iarresin my bed: - | 
Diſtruſt at boord;duſpetting ſtill my life, 
Spendinz the nightin horror, dayesin dred; . 
Such life hath tyrants; andrhyslyteI led. 

Theſe myſeries goe mask'dinglittering ſhowes, 

V Vhich wiſemen ſee, the vulgar little knowes. 


Thus as theſe-paſsions doc him ouer-whelme, |: - 

He drawes him neere my bodie to behold it: | 

And asthe Vine maried vnto the Elme 

With ſtri& imbraces; ſo duth he infoldt; - 

And as he in hys carefullarmes doth holdit, f1 
Viewing the face that euen death commend, -- 
On ſenceleſſe lips, millions of kyſles ſpends. ' 


Pittifull mouth (quoth-he) chat liuing ganeſt ” 


The ſweeteſt comfort that my ſoule could wiſh: © 


O be it lawfull now, that dead thou haneſt, 

Thysſo rrowing farewell ofa dying kifſe. 

And you fayre eyes, containers of my blifle, 
Mortiuues of lone, borneto be matched neuer: : 

Entomb'd in your ſweet circles ſleepe for euer. 


' 


Ah 


of Roſamond. 
Ah how methinkslI ee death dallying feekes, .' 
* Toentertaine it ſelfe inloues ſweet places: cf porting) 8 
Decayed Roſes ofdiſcoloured cheekes, | 
Doe yet retainedeerenotes of former grace: 
And ougly death fits faire within her face ; 


Sweetremnants reſting of vermilion RY 


That deathit ſelte, doubts whether. ſhe be For 


VVonder of beautiez ob-tecciue theſe plaints, 

The obſequies;the laſttharlI ſhall make thee: 

For loe my ſoule that nowalready faints, /- - 

(That lou'd thee lyuing,dead will notfor{akethee,) - 

Haſtens her UN Os 3 ouer-take thee. --- +} 
le meete my death;and free my ſelfe thereby, - 
For ah what can hedoe that cannot die?' 


Yetere I die, thus much my ſoule doth yow, | -/ . | 
Reuenze ſhall fweerendeath with caſe; of minde: | 
AndI willcauſe poſterityſhall know, --/ 
How faire thou wert aboue all women gd. 
And after ages monumentsſhall find, - 

Shewingthy beauties titlenotthy name; 


Roſe of the world that ſweetned fo the lame... 
M. 3. This 


The complaine 
This faid Fee more deſirous yerto- apy 
(For ſorrow is Pa 6-08. queer ouet). 


Hedothre preſſe what 


And yet reſpe ſcarce of tes ſuch aLouer. 


So farre transported thathe knowes not 2h ge 2 


Forloue and Matſtie: awcllill together. 


Then were my funeralsnot long deferred, - - 

But doone withallthe rites pope could FRY 
At Godflow, wherem body was'interred, 

And richly tomb'din hexrift wiſe. . 

"Where yet as now ſcarce any note deſcries 


Vnto theſetimes,the memory of me, 
Marble and Braſlſe fo little laſting be; 


For thoſe walles which the:credulous deuout, 

And pt-beleeuing 1 ignorant did found: 

With willing zeale that neuercall'd in Jouks, 

That time theyr works ſhauld euer ſo confound, 

Lye like confused heapes as vnder-ground. 
And what their ignorance efteem'd {o holy, 
The wiſer ages doe ACCOUnt as folly. 


e would els bevry, | 
L eaſt that roo muchchispaſsions might diſcouer :: 


And 


of. Roſamond 1 
And were it not thy fauourablehymnes,! |:; oo) 271i 02 
Reedified the wracke of mydecayes: 7 ol 217d of 0 T 
And thatthy accents willingly afsignes, 
Some fartherdate, and giuemelongerdaies; +, »:!: 1! 211 
Feyveinthisage had knowne my! beauties priuſe.:[:;/ _ - | 
But. thus renewdby;fame, redeeines ſome time, /' - 
Till other ages ſhallnegſe& thy rime. | | p 


Then when confuſion in her courſe ſhall bring, 

Sad deſolation on the times tocomeq - 

VVhen myrth-leſle Thames ſhall have no Swan to ſing, 
All Muſique filent,and the Muſes dombe. 

And yet euen then it muſt be known to ſome, 


That once they floriſht, though not cheriſht ſo, 


And Thames had Swannes as well as cuer Po. 


But heerean end, I may no longer ſtay thee, 
I muſt returne t'attend at Stig1an flood : 
Yet ereIgoe, thys one RL, more pray thee, 
Tell Delianow her ſigh may doe me good, 
And will her note the frailtie of our blood. 

And ifT paſſe vnto thoſe happy banks, 


- Then ſhe muſt haue her praiſe,thy pen her thanks. 
So 


Wo 


Tee-compliito 


So yaniſht ſhee, and PE AO NEIy \ 1 91 919W Þ; 


To proſecute the tenor of my woes: >: ods bon: 
Eternall matter for nyy Muſe to mourne, - 3cel+ 
ro ah the worlde hath heardtoomuch ofthioſe; -: : 
y youth.ſuchercorsmuſt no-more difclofe. . :/|; 1 - 
"Ik hidethereſt; and greeue-for what hack beets 3: | 


Who made me knowne; muſtmake me liue ynſeene. 
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